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all about; they are old, they are legendary; as per,
formed by people who have grown up among them,
and seen them practised from childhood as a matter
of course, they have a certain grace of congruity
about them, as the schoolmen say. But printed
gravely in a book they seem to me to be no-
thing but barbarous and foolish games of childish
import.

Another year he found some Finnish legends
when he was on a yachting cruise, which he trans-
lated into an ungainly English. The tales are utterly
worthless, not a spark of romance from begin-
ning to end, only typical of an age which I humbly
thank God we have^left behind.

This year he is full of Balearic music; he played
me a number of dreary and monotonous tunes,
which he said were so characteristic. But if they
were characteristic, and I have no reason to doubt
his word, they only seem to me to prove that those
islanders are destitute of musical taste and instinct
to a quite singular degree.

While I was up in town, my friends certainly did
their best to amuse me ; they had agreeable people
of a literary type to luncheon, tea, and dinner.
We heard some music, we went to a play or two,
we went to look at some pictures. But I confess
to having laboured under an increasing depression,
because the whole thing was conducted by rule and
line, and in a terribly businesslike way j we knew
beforehand exactly what we were to look out for.
We did not go in a liberal and expectant spirit,
hoping that we might find or see or hear some